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middle of the bed. "That's my other head, the one he gave
me, the one you hated so on your chimney-piece. It's nearly
the same as my old one, see him? but not quite. 'Dor-Marth's'
more like the Maiden Castle one, but they're all different
Devils differ as much as we do. It was what he said about
these heads that did for him with old Cumber."
"What did he say?"
"He linked them up with Derfel's Horse, or with Derfel
himself; didn't he, Nance? Derfel was a saint from the part of
the country where his ancestors lived. In fact, as far as I can
gather he was a good deal more than a saint. I suppose you
might call him a saint-god; and Father thinks—aren't I right,
Nance?—that in the end he was confused with his beast. He
said that where he and Mother's people lived there was an
avenue with these heads on the gate-posts—there's her picture
of them, sweetheart, on that ottoman just behind you!—and
people used to pray to Derfel's beast long after they burnt the
image of Derfel."
"Is that all?" said Wizzie drily. "I don't see what Mr.
Cumber could object to in that. He's not a Catholic, is he?"
"I'm afraid Enoch went a good deal further than that,"
said Nancy sadly, getting up from the chair's elbow and be-
ginning slowly to gather her belongings together. She stood
for quite a while with her back to the foot of the bed, putting
on her old-fashioned hat; and Wizzie could not help noticing
that she treated "Dor-Marth" with quite as little respect as she
showed to bed-posts that had been left vacant.
"Uryen's things are nothing to her," thought our friend,
as she watched the woman's figure outlined against the attic
window; and she turned her eyes to the package on the bed
with a new interest, now that she realized what it meant to her
"Black Man of Glymes."
"What are Mr. Quirm's ideas about these things?" she
asked abruptly.
No-man turned to her with a sharp surprised look as he rose
to help Nance on with her ulster. "I'm afraid, my pretty
one," he said, "you wouldn't be much the wiser if I tried to
explain."
"I should say she wouldn't!" echoed Nance, turning round,
too, and resting her hand on the solitary head, as she stooped
to adjust the lower buttons of her rain-cloak. But her smile had

